The End of Avondale
woman, and unfaithful friends, and a climate that robbed him
of what health he had* Ireland echoed with the taunts of
Tim Healy* Wherever Parnell went, the Bantry peasant's
voice could be heard shrieking insults at " Kitty O'Shea/'
which lacerated Parnell as nothing else in this world could
lacerate him* And so this imperious man fell, not before the
English wolves, but before the wolves of Ireland* There was
a decent silence among the Seceders when he died, but Healy
broke it* One has tried to keep respect for this man, and to
remember what there is to say in his behalf, but there are
some men who deny themselves all respect, and it seemed
then that Timothy Healy was one of them* Exactly three
weeks after Parnell was buried in Glasnevin he went to
Longford, and there, in a public speech, referred to the
unhappy widow in Brighton as " a convicted British prosti-
tute*" He had used the foul and preposterous phrase once
before when Parnell was alive, but the rancour of the Celtic
peasant could not be dispersed by death, and he used it
again* One does not try to understand this singular nature,
in which the love and hatred, the devotion and cruelty of the
Celt seem to be symbolised* It is enough that in that time
of agony, while a woman and a nation were in deep distress,
he was found ready to spit on their sorrow* Need we be
surprised that one young man could not endure this infamy ?
Parnell was dead, but he had left a nephew, son to the beauti-
ful Sophia who resembled him, and this young man resolved
that Healy should not go unpunished* He was twenty-three
years of age, a student of engineering at Trinity College,
quiet in his ways and undemonstrative* On Monday evening
he read in the newspapers what had been said at Longford
on Sunday, and on Tuesday afternoon, November 4, 1891,
he went to the Four Courts and horsewhipped Healy in the
passage leading from the library to the coffee-room* His
name was Alfred Tudor MacDermott, and he looked like his
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